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The mariner brave in his bark on the wave. 

May laugh at the walls round a kingly slave; 
And the one whose lot is the desert spot, 

Has no dread of an envious foe in his cot; 
The thrall and state at the palace gate, 

Are what my spirit has learnt to hate; 

I burn with glee, for I love to see, 

The path of any thing that’s free. 
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